THE    GREEN    EDGE    OF   ASIA

The unjapanese atmosphere, the tiresome pseudo-
familiarity of the streets close round the hotel, die
sense of bathos and lost initiative, plunged me into a
dull and stupid mood. I looked round hungrily for
some sight, some face, some accent that might bring
me a sense of reward. I saw nothing. Morning-coats,
gold-braided porters, revolving doors, fur wraps and
lipstick: I might have been sitting in the Piccadilly
Grill.

Not even the posters by the entrance, "Amusement
Guide," "Cars for hire," "Travel by this line," "Travel
by that," betrayed the slightest breath of allurement
or of quality that was Japanese. My eye lit on some
coloured pamphlets: Nikko, Hakone, Miyanoshita.

Nikko! I walked over to the desk and asked for
the timetable.

"But you could barely catch that one. Besides, you
would get there after dark."

After dark!

I recalled the name of a Japanese inn that had been
given me. After dark! How my spirits rose as I saw
myself walking up the village street under the stars!

I ran to my room, stuffed a pair of pyjamas, a
toothbrush and a book into my overcoat pocket, ran
back through the hall, and jumped into a waiting
taxi. We bumped and bounced into and out of pot-
holes and puddles and over criss-cross tramlines. The
cheerful driver tooted and charged and edged his